Corsica and a Shabby Lieutenant
that, with the neighbor's little girl at the school; and the
boys used to follow him, jeering at him?"
"I remember," assented Fesch, smiling, "The child's
name was Giacometta, and the rime ran something like
this :
Napoleone di mezza calzetta
Fa Tamore a Giacometta.
(Napoleon with his stockings half down makes love to
Giacometta.)
"Stockings half down." Letizia smiled too. "Yes, he was
a funny little urchin. And it doesn't speak well for me or
my training. But what would you? In a land where the
vendetta traversale prevails, and nothing but blood-feuds,
with the French on top of that driving us out, a mother
had sufficient to do to clothe her children and give them
enough to eat, without worrying about looks or suits like
those Signora Saliceti imports from Paris. The neigh-
bors call me parsimonious. I had to be. And it's no won-
der that Napoleon's disposition is uneasy, with what went
before. It's a mercy I didn't bear him in the saddle-
skirts, not on that strip of red carpet there. But come,
my brother, why are you so worried about the boy? What
do people say?"
"I am no more worried about him, Letizia, than you
are yourself," returned the abb6. "As for what people say,
they but exaggerate what you and I fear."
"And what is that?" looking him straight in the eye.
"That he, like Carlo, is consumed with self-interest,
has forgotten Corsica and sold himself to France. Now,
mind you, Letizia," he explained, shifting uneasily in his
17